

The moll lamentable T rage die 


And! now prepare your throats: Lnuinia come, 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead, 

Let me goe grinddtheir bones to powder fmallj 
And with this hatcfull ifquour temper it, 

AneLin that paff e let their vilc'e heads be bakce, 

Come, come, be euery one officious, 

To make this banket, which I wi h may proue 
More ft erne and bloody then the Cer.tauresfeafU 
He cuts their throats. 

So now bring them in, for He play the Cooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother conies. 

Exwntt 

Enter Lucmfydfa^cus^ and the gpthet. 

Lucias. Vncklc sjMarcut, fince tis my fathers minde 
That I repaire to Rome, I am content# 

goth. And ours with thine befall what Fortune will. 
Lucius > Good Vnckle tike you in this barbarous A^oqtc^ 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Let him receaue no fuilenance, fetter him* 

Till he be brought vnto ttie Emperoun face,. 

For teftimony of her foule proceedings t 
And fee the AmbuSn ofour friends be ffrong, 

1 fearethe Emperour meaocs no good to vs. 

Moon % Some deuill wbifpcr enrfes in mine care* 

And prompt me that my tongue may veter torch, 

The venemous malliceof my fwelling heart. 

> Lucius. Away inhumanedogge, vnhallowedflauc, 

Sms, belpeourvnckletoconuey him in, 

The crumpets fhew the Emperour is at hand. 

Sound T r limpet s^y Enter Empsrour and E mprejf With 
Tribunes ana others* 

iGw.What.hath.the firajainent inoe funnes then one? 

A L»csut t 
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ofT im Andronicus". 

' Lucius. What bootesit thee to call thy fclfe a fun " e ? 

mZcus, Romes Emperour and-NepheW breake the parlc 
Thefe quarrels rauft be quietly debated, 

The feaft is ready which thecarcfuU Tttus % 

Hath ordained to an honourable end, 

For peace, for loue, for league and good to Rome s 

Pleafe you therefore draw nie and take your placet. 

Sawn. (JtaaK#J\Ye will. 

Sound trumpe/sttnter Titus Uk*u Cooke, flacingtbenseaie om 
the Tabic, and Laitinia Veitb a vatic oner her f ace ' 

Titus . Welcom my graeiousLord,welcom dread Queen 
Welcome ye warlike Gothes, welcome Lucius, 

And welcome all, although the checrebc poorc, 

Twill fill your ftomaeks, pleafe you eat oi it. 

Satur. Why art thou thus attired Andronicus ? 

Thus, Becaufcl would be fure tohaueall well, 
Toentcrtaine your highnes,andyour EmprcfTe. 

Tam. We are beholding to you good Andronicus , 

Tttar. And if your highnes knew my heart, you were; 

My Lord the Emperour refoluc me this, 

Was it well done ofralh V irginius. 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becaufe file wascnfurft,ftaind, and deflowrde? 

. Satur. 1 1 w as Andr 0 nicus. 

Titus. Your reafon mighty Lord ? 

Satur . Becaufe the girle fiiouldnotfururucherfliame. 
And by her prefence ftill renew his forrowes. 

A reafon mighty , fining, and eftcttuall, 

A patterne, prefident, and liuely warrant. 

For membft wretched to performe the like. 

Die, die Lauinia-, and thy fhame with thee. 

And with thy ihame thy Fathers forrow die. he kills her ♦ 

Satur st. What haft thou douc, vnnaturall and vnkinde.? 

K 2 Thus. 



